make of a man ! And in twenty years' time I shall be like that! better be hanged first! Imagine an abundance of sweetest liquorice-water flowing with a nauseous gurgle until one feels surfeited and sickened. No order, no method, no emphasis, just a leaking pipe out of which water runs out anyhow. In the place of ideas, such paradoxes as these: " La Fontaine was very witty." " Tasso, in Armida, invented the artificial woman," etc.
The others have the same sort of talent; they attract about a dozen bored or imbecile hearers. There is a stream of vapidity which goes from the lecturer to the audience, and back from the audience to the lecturer. Imagine the effect when it is added to education and to their nature ! This great lesson is to be gathered from it all: that it is unnecessary to think in order to make one's way; that lack of ideas is esteemed and sought after, and that perfection consists in being an automaton, because an automaton is more docile than an intelligent being.
No news. I am writing my thesis ; the people in Paris, whose official approbation I have asked for, do not answer, which vexes me. You have had a sample of the wit of my pupils. My duty calls are paid, and I see no one. The less I come into contact with those who surround me the less I shall deteriorate.
My friends at the ficole write me lamentations on the profession, and I join in the chorus ; one more of them has just resigned. The others mean to leave at the end of the
year.
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